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A  CURSE FOR A NATION.

PROLOGUE.

I HEARD an angel speak last night,

And he said "Write!
Write a Nation's curse for me,
And send it over the Western Sea."

I faltered, taking up the word:

" Not so, my lord!
If curses must be, choose another
To send thy curse against my brother.

" For I am bound by gratitude,

By love and blood,
To brothers of mine across the sea,
Who stretch out kindly hands to me."
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